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cSo the war has come, Sebastian.5
cWar to the death!' he shouted. They cannot do this to
me. It is death or dishonor.' He dashed the tears from his
eyes, picked up his rifle, and ran out.
Olga ate the sandwich he had left and poured out another
glass-of wine.
The war had certainly upset him.
In the morning Sebastian was infinitely depressed. Even the
old Ford starting so easily failed to cheer him. It was no virtue
that a car should start downhill so easily. The dawn always
made him sad, which was why he avoided it when he could.
The valley below him was a solid, endless lake of woolly mist.
He had almost allowed himself to be seduced. He was going
to miss his breakfast later. He had, in addition, lost one of his
virgin brides. He was engaged in the kind of adventure that
he detested. His honor had been impugned. Today, and per-
haps tomorrow as well, was wasted. The only thing that was
satisfactory was the fact that he was finished with Olga. He
was not even sure that he wanted to paint her now. But this
again was double-edged. He had wanted to paint her. It was
one of the things he had looked forward to. There was so little
to look forward to: only the painting of a real masterpiece.
Driving in low gear he was enveloped in mist. It was folded
over him like a blanket. The trees dripped with moisture.
And perhaps he should have brought Nina with him. What
was the good of going after one woman if you lost the other?
Perhaps it was a mistake to have two women. You could not
keep them happy; that was the biological basis of established
morality. He was passing the place where he had told Chan-
nel he wished to be buried. But owing to the mist the magnif-
icent view was obscured. It consisted of an ocean... of an
ocean of steaming clouds. He was not sure that it really was
a suitable place. He hoped Channel would not need his car
today. The last thing he wished was to cause him or anyone